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ROBBY J. SPRIGGS 
THEIR WYRM SHALL NOT DIE 
It was a cold autumn nigh t. The stars sparkled in the 
pure blackness of the sky. A few ambi tious leaves st ill 
clung to the nearly bare poplars and oaks of the forest. 
Terry ran, panting down the na rrow trail which wo und like 
a gian t serpent through the thickness of the woods. He ran 
clumsily in the darkness. He could hardly see. His lungs 
ached. He fell. Dizzily , he tried to get to his feet. He fell 
aga in, this tim e agains t a tree. He reached out and touched 
it. It was a pine. He could feel its needles. There was no 
mis taking a pine, even if he had lost hi s glasses somewhere 
back in the forest. 
Jtls funny how someone on the brink of panic always 
groped for something ordinary, something concrete or real, 
to bring them back to the rational world. I1This pine is my 
anchor to reality," Terry thought as he grasped a low limb 
and slowly pulled himself to his feet. But then a horrible 
thought crossed his mind: "Reality didn 1t always fit nicely 
and neatly into the trite little scenarios that people 
created in their own minds. There was no absolute criteria 
for ... 11 
He cut the thought off in his mind and started blindly 
down the trail again. The dry autumn leaves cracked 
beneath his feet. Terry concentrated on the crackling. It 
was re petitious and rhyth mic . The cadence of his footfalls 
on the dry leaves hypnotized him, len t him a driving inner 
strength as he plunged ever onward. 
His feelings, his th ough ts, hi s surroundings, they all 
seemed so misty, so dream like-perhaps nightmarish would 
be a more accurate term-as if he were wandering through 
the forest in a som nambulis tic state . He tried in vain to 
turn the voices off in his head. Yet the harder he tried to 
block them out , the more sharply they pierced his mind. 
They were the voices of the people he had known all his 
life, or at least the voices of people he thought he had 
known. Things they said just an hour ago played over and 
over in his mind. He could not remember everything they 
sa id, just fragments , bits and pieces. But for some reason 
that seemed to make it worse. horribly worse. He could still 
hear them in his head chanting ceaselessly , "The lVyrm, the 
Wyrm, om ba hara the Wyrm , the Wyrm. As he ran the 
voices grew louder and louder . He ran faster and tried to 
leave the voices behind, but still they called to him from 
inside his head: "Om ba hata," they chanted , "Sey ra era , 
the Wyrm, the lVyrm , the Wyrm !" 
"Terry. is th at you,?" a voice called from round a bend 
in the narrow trail. 
Terry stopped running and listened . He heard several 
people calling to him from up ahead. 
"It's no use, Terrry," one of the voices said. "You can't 
get away . We'll get you. It' s just a matter of time." 
Terry saw the glare of flashlights beaming through the 
trees just a few feet away . He turned to run in the other 
direction but heard leaves crackling and saw the beams of 
more flashl ights. 
Another voice called out, "Some things are better left 
alone." 
"'i ou interfered, Terry," called another voi ceo "You are 
a threat to the Prophecy"! 
They were closing in on him. li e had to act fast. The 
strain , the fear, the fatique-it was all too much. Terry 
felt sick to his stomach. He thought he might vomit. The 
flashlights were almost upon him. He dove into the brush 
off the right of the trail, pummelling himself into the 
viscous foliage. The thorns and branches tore at his face . 
Still he plunged then tripped and rolled into more thorns . 
As he lay and listened, he tried desperately to silence his 
loud breathing . Droplets of blood budded from the 
scratches on his forehead and mingled with the cold sweat 
on his face. 
From the thicket Terry heard the footsteps meet. The 
small beams from each flashlight merged and became one 
sickly shining, yellow orb. He listened closely with his ear 
tilted toward the trail. For a moment he heard nothing. 
Then the voices, in perfect ghastly harmony-as if collected 
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by the sickly yellow light of the orb- cried out , "Terry 
must be caught and offered as an appeasement to the 
Wyrm . It is so written in the Prophecy ." 
"Lo! 'tis a gala night," Terry whispered under his breath. 
"Now where did that come fr om,? It was probably just one 
of those meaningless fragments of information that the 
subconcious decides to store away in the back of the mind ," 
Terry thought. "It's funny how the subconscious takes wha t 
the conscious discards and files it somewhere deep in the 
dusty archives of the subliminal." But why had he recalled 
such a verse on a night like tonight. "This night was 
anything but gala ." 
Terry'S chest was still heaving . He was exhausted. 
Though his mind screamed madly at him to run, every 
muscle in his body cried (or rest-sweet , peaceful rest. It 
was to the latter pleading that he succumbed. He saw a 
part in the cluster of thorns at his back. He would be safe 
on the other side or at least shielded nicely (rom the view 
of anyone on the trail . Lying on his belly, he wormed his 
way through the part in the thorns to the tiny clearing on 
the other side. 
''l'll just rest for a minute ," he thought as he lay on his 
back with his head on a soft , rotting log . A slight breeze 
was st irring now. The tops of the tall , thin pines swayed 
gently back and forth . As Terry watched them, he grew 
sleepy-so very sleepy . He knew to sleep could mean death. 
"But death is sleep." He slapped himself. The stinging in his 
left cheek brought him back-jl.St for a moment. Then he 
began to nod off again . The sway of th e pi nes was just too 
hypnotic-too soothing. 
"Lo! 'tis a gala night," he thought, then fell asleep . 
It was a murky, restless sleep. A man condem ned to the 
guillotine in eighteenth-century France might have slept 
such a sleep the night before his execution. 
As he slept his subconscious recreated , in dreams, what 
it had experienced earlier that evening .. .. 
His parents had gone to Bible study-something they did 
with ritual every Wednesday night. Though Terry always 
attended church with his parents on Sunday, he never 
accompanied them on Wednesday. 
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"It's a special night just for the elders," they had always 
said . 
Arter hi s parents left, Terry decided to take an evening 
st roll' through the woods . There was always something 
especially peaceful about the forest in the autumn. To 
Terry it seemed to possess a tranquil magic which never 
failed to refresh him from within. He snatched up his wind 
breaker and trotted out the back door. 
Outside, the sun waS struggli ng in vain to hold to the 
horizon . It waS a bloody fight as dusk painted the western 
sky with the sanguinary fluid of his foe. Terry admired the 
beauty of th e scene . 
He jogged briskly along the trail in back of his house 
until he was well submerged in the forest. Only then did he 
slow his pace to a walk. The crispness of the air made his 
face pleasantly cold. He enjoyed the trail this night as he 
had enjoyed it for as long as he could remember . 
Finally, he reached the point at which he had always 
stopped . He wanted to plunge more deeply this time, but he 
had forgotten his flaShlight. Though it was dark now, he 
knew if he went back for his flashlight the spell of the 
autumn night would be broken and he would not return . 
Besides it was a fall night and the moon was full. 
CuriOUSly , he ejaculated himself into the thickness of 
the woods . As he wound his way in a vermicular manner 
around the trees and brush, he felt animated, directed by 
some unseen force. He was being guided toward something, 
just what, he did not know. 
Soon, he found himself at the foot of a steep incline. 
Almost mindlessly, he began climbing the hill. It was so 
steep he had to go about his climb on aU fours . The earth 
was soft and seemed to give every time he began to make 
progress. He attempted the climb several times before 
fin alIy reaching the top. 
He lay prone, just at the summit of the hill, and heard a 
voice comi ng from the other side of the incline. It was a 
loud familiar voice . 
Terry pulled himself up, just enough to enable him to 
see over the summit. He peered down the incline into a 
large clearing on the other side . The clearing was lighted 
by the sporadic placement of stake torches which were 
driven into the ground. Burning defiantly , the red and 
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yellow flames shed light on what should have remained in 
darkness. 
It waS the pastor of Terry's church who broke the 
si lence of the night with his pompous , copious speech. 
Terry let his eyes leave Reverend Colby and gaze upon 
another sight just as bewildering . Gathered in the clearing, 
listening attentively to the words of Reverend Colby , were 
all the elders of his church . 
There were at least fifty people in the grim 
congregation below, and Terry knew them al l. There were 
Mr . and Mrs. Paul Hagerly , old man Gragston, and Deacon 
Corne. Even dear old Imogene Crates , who always made 
such great apple pie, was th ere . The biggest shock of all 
came when Terry saw hi s parents si tting in the circular 
congregation. 
Reverend Colby stood in the center of the circle on a 
broad tree stump. His silver hair see med ablaze in the light 
of the flickering torches. His bellowing voice echoed in the 
night: 
"Now turn in your Bibles, if you will, to the Book of 
Isaiah, chapter sixty-six, verse twenty-four . lAnd they shaH 
go forth and look upon the carcasses of the men that have 
transgressed against me: For their Wyrm shall not die, 
neither shall their fire be quenched; and they shall be an 
abhorri ng to all flesh.1II 
Terry inched his way over the hill and down the incline. 
He wanted to inspect the curious scene more closely . 
Reverend Colby continued: "Brothers and sisters of a 
true but dying faith, we are the transgressors of whi ch the 
Word speaks.1I 
Terry felt struck and for the first lime realized his 
fear. 
"We do not know life as others know it. We are merely 
the carcasses of men which have been animated by some 
primitive force . Were we known for what we truly are, we 
would be abhorred by all flesh. Therefore, we must 
main tain our secrecy until the Prophecy is fulfilled. Though 
we are damned people, we are rich: For we are the heirs of 
a terrestrial heaven. This Earth is our inheritance. 
"Since the beginning of time, we have been the keepers 
of the Wyrml" 
"Blessed is the Wyrm: For he shall inherit the earth!" 
shouted Deacon Corne. "Damned is he! Damned are we! 
Blessed is he! Blessed are we! 
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"Amen!" yelled Terry's father. 
"Amen," intoned Reverend Colby. "For it is written in 
the Book of J onah , 'God prepared a .Wyrm when the 
morning rose the nex t day, and it smote the gourd that it 
withered.' Plane t Earth is the gourd of whi ch the Word 
speaks. Long, long ago God grew disgusted with the gourd. 
In his disgust he sent the Wyrm. Even now. the Wyrm 
incubates beneath the surface of the gourd~" 
Terry felt his hear t leaping into his throat. He was 
confused and scared beyond reason . Quietly he tried to 
ascend the hill. 
Reverend Colby continued his malediction: "When the 
incubation period is completed. the Wyr m will rise to the 
surface . After he has inherited the flesh of aU those 
interred within the gourd, he will begin his reign in full. No 
longer will he be confined to a subte rranean existence. He 
will claim all that is the Earth's, all that is the gourd's . 
And we shall reign by his side. Though thi s is div ine within 
itself , we shall not know ultimate ecstasy until we too are 
consumed by the • . • " 
A stick snapped. A stone tumbled down the incline. 
Tp.rry was scurrying up the bank. The earth gave as he slid 
to the base of the hill. He glanced at th e unholy 
congregation. Their faces looked demonic in the torch li ght. 
"Brother and sister Wilks," sighed Rev erend Colby. 
"Your adopted son has found us out." 
Terry frantically commenced to climb. 
"Of course yo u know what mus t be done," in toned 
Reverend Colby .• 
"We do," the Wilkses replied, devoid of feeling. 
Terry was halfway up the bank. He looked over his 
shoulder. The congregation was ambling towards the incline 
with torches held high and fl ashlights clicking on . 
The ground crumbled again. Terry grabbed for a hand 
hold. He knocked his glasses off. Terry caught his balance, 
but his glasses tumbled dow n the hill . He lunged fo r the 
summit. 
"Om ba hara," the congregation chanted as he started 
down the othe r side. "The Wyrm! The Wyrm! The Wyrm!" 
Terry ran blindly through th e woods. "Lo, 'tis a gala 
night ," he thought. 
"Terry, where are you?" a voice called from the trail . 
Terry woke . He sprang to his feet with a reflex born of 
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terror. il e ripped through the brush, trying to distance 
himself from the trail. 
Suddenly , he was in another clearing . It was well lighted 
by torches and flashlights. He had been tricked. He was 
completely encircled by the congregation . He hesitated . 
tlLo, 'tis a gala ni ght played over and over in his spinning 
head. But fOf the first time he remembered where it came 
from. It was a line from a poem he had quoted back in 
junior hi gh school. It was by Poe. 
The circle ti ghtened . The ground was giving way 
beneath his feet. Suddenly he was at the bottom of a pi t. 
His parents and Reverend Colby smiled coldly as they and 
the congregation pushed the earth in on top of him. 
In his horror Terry remembered the last stanza of the 
poem: 
Out-out are the lights-out all! 
And, over each dying form, 
The curtain, a funeral pall, 
Comes down with the rush of a storm, 
And the seraphs , all haggard and wan, 
Uprising, unveiling, affirm 
That the play is the tragedy, "Man," 
And the hero the Conqueror Wyrm. 
The cold , heavy dirt covered him, and something huge 
was shifting and writhing nearby . ... 
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DOlUS DIOSI/ DI/VENPOR T 
"All I Want is I all I can get, 
and then some." 
- J.B .• from a blues 
naw, sugah. 
it really is not 
like that, it 
ain't like that, at all. 
i consider you 
a discrete &. 
separate 
text 
singular in your binding, 
semi-precious in content or 
rather intent &: intended 
reader response 
bu t 
i see you 8S 
a separate text 
one volume in a 
multi -volume set whose 
main theme - and flaw - is 
boredom. 
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Teachers (or rather, on being 
a teacher at GJC) 
Today, 
teachers are 
depleted like white teens, 
while cruising, use up gas 
consumed 
like natural resources 








alchemist threatening change but 
condoning whines &:: weak ''1 triedsn 
expected to be -
required to be -
one or all of the above 




none. (12 / 84) 
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Amber West, "Feline" 
CHRIS McMICHIiEl 
Creation's Children 
Ancient Indian Dances 
Whirling in your mind 
Wonderment of the true 
Meanings of the race of mankind 
Bear, Wolf, Eagle, 
Salmon, Raven, Beaver 
These beings were 
The mystic citizens of the old earth mother 
Now they are called dirty names 
Killer, Dumb, Nuisance, Scavenger 
What right has man 
To these magical creatures slaughter 
The dances in your brain 
Are danced in true celebration 
Of a world that can be the home of 
The children of creation. 
The Tree 
The great tree stands 
Alone now 
In the city park. 
In time of old 
It grew among its own kind. 
Now the tree 
is alone 
Like an old man who 
has lost his wife 
And cries & drinks himself to sleep. 
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